
F TIE RE»sMake Your Own
Ice Cream.
Thire has just been placed in all the grocery

Btorcs, a new nrcparation called

Jcll-O
Ice Cream

POWDER
wh'ch is meeting with great favor, as it enahlep
everyone to make iee cream in their own homi- with
very little trouble. Kverytiiiiit: in the package f«T
rn.-lng two quartsof delicious ice cream. If your
grocercant supply you wnd 25c. for two pkjrs. by
r"»fl. Vanilla,l'hocolnte, Strawberryandl ntlavored.
Adciress,'ineoeuesierure FoodCo., 1* Koy, N.Y.

3000*.*
REAL ESTATE BU5INES5

FORMKR experience un-
necessary. I will teach

you thoroughly by mail;
appoint you our Special
Kepresentative: furnish you
large list of choice saleahle
property; help you secure
customers and assist you to
conduct a big pavingbusinefs
in your own locality. Write
me for particulars. Address
EDWIN R. MARDEN. President

NAIIONAL CO-OPfRATIVE RLUTV CO.
66 Dearborn Street CHICAGO

By deciding to tiy Woodbury's Facial Soap you build
better than you know-It is Iiterally a facial tonic
Stimulating while cleansing the outer self.
Send 10 ds. for szmples of all four preparations.

The AnJrew Jewens Co., Sole Licensee, Cin. O.

BOYS ran earn this Dnmlv t IMcee
hnll Outfit in a fenr minutes.
.1. Iii<-h ISnt, stri.nuly stitched

Itull. lio:ivy U'lre Masli, hearily padded <'ateher'a Mltt,
fine FleluVr'a SlOTC, I.Hrice Itrlt and Ktrlpeil (up.
Send us your name and address, we send you 20 cnameled, hi^hly
scented Kutterfly < hntelulne IVnilunla, ¦¦tore price '.'.'...
weallow you tosell otirs at Iflc. When sold send the #_<>0
and we send you any premium you earn and seleet. Our l>reniium
cataloirue, showing IOO I'reaent-. eiplains evrrytliini: brfora
you start to work. Tri.il eosts nothing. We trust you, take liack
all not tdd. HAND MFG. C0., Dept. 656, CHICAGO.

Boys' Names Wanted
of briffht1

get them lau illu_.__,t_d r.v ,.¦ .* f-r v - which bu
eircuUtion or orer 1&O.0U0. Etery Is»u_ con __!_.¦ F_kcir_tiog

lioy Storiefl,h»a<l_ome illuitrmtloni. d'r|i_rtmro ts o IAmitwr ! v-
tocrmpbj,SUmp«>OolDj,C-r.o_,Pu-ZleffU_3i«..Jokcf ,P_Tiic_,l

re. etc.,-nd rtv :. month _.*»_<__ -rce ira f .-_,-. .1 e
If you »r» nott .ubicriber and will _end ut five ¦-'

&_,_?«_-..1 f. !.-¦¦.» ».: flT6--_cnt _t*mpf,or lOceottlDiilTflr.wc
wiltemerTnuaflt.iaT.Krtb4rfulljptvidfor6inoi.tfai ln ..i-.m*.
STAR MONTUU. 4U Huatcr St., Oak Ptrk. His.

RUPTURE COREC
The tmprovrd Flastlc Truss ls the only truss In existen. e

that is wom with al«;olute comfort ni^-ht and day ; retains the-
rupture under the hardest eier. i-e: will etfeit a permanent
aud speedy cure. Send for free pampUet
HENRY NOLL, 775 Broadway, New York.

Esrabli rd 13 Years

GOAT LYMPH TREATMENT
Cures Nerre I)lsease», Nervous Prostratlon,llraiu Kaer. I.oe-omotor Ataxla. Klieiiinatlsm,
t'onsuinption and lieneral Debtltty. Onr
GOATI1.I.V COAT I.VMIMI TAHI.KT8

are the orlglnal preparatlon of (ioat timph Treatment ln
tablet forai. tl a bottle. postpald. AVrlte UOAT1LXN
CO.. Uept. A. bi Uearbora ht», (talea.o, fur FKKK snuiple

OUR FREE BOOKLET <>X ATH0MEF0R
MUSIC LEARNING ZW° V0I0.
LIN. GUITAR. BANJO. CORNET AND MAND0LIN.
lells how vou ..in learn to plav any instrument without leavtBg
.our home. It is free and wfll interest you. Send your name to
U. H. -« lllllll. «IF MUSIC H«i !»' I». 19 t nkin S.,.. _. Y.

R0YALTY PAID »nd Mi omposilioas.

;ON= ! P10NF.gR MUSIc'pnB.'c6.'.,r(YHC.)
II 4111 Manlialfau KuihllnK.

< IIM AI.O. III..SONC-POEMS

PATENTS!that PROTECT
tint; books mailed

l.lish,
R. A A. It. LACEY, fatent AttorneyB, ___UHIN_, V. C

PLUMBING SUPPLIES |uv at Wholesale Prices
Full stock. ever.thing per-

taining to the business. Warranted highest grade. Our prices save you 20 to 40

fier cent. 011 anv article. Ouick shipinents Tell us vour wants. Send for free
liustrated cataiogue. a. iTB. KAROL, 235 West Harrison Street, CHICAGO, ILL.

Intelligence. I discovered this trap.my
papers were forged I was six years in
Cologne. They think I am a German.
Good God, how helpless I am! Young
Von Taun went to Versailles yesterday;
he may return any moment. You un-

derstand, dear mademoiselle. He may
return to-night; and they will kill me,
for he will tell them that my papers
are forged. If I cannot get away from
here before he comes, mademoiselle."
Some one turned the handle of the

door* and he fc 11 back in the bed again,
and lay as though sleeping. Theintrudcr
was the pseudo-cavalry officer who had
encountered Dolores upon the stairs.
He thrust a grinning face around the
door. and asked a childish question:
"Come down-stairs and play to us,

mademoiselle. Old Brachelli has a line
piano. I promise you they cannot hear
a note from the street. That fellow
Eberhart there has monopolized you long
enough. Come and amuse the others."

She turned her back upon him and
made no reply. When he had condesi end-
ed to depart, having uttered many
pleasantries. the wounded man sat up
again and continued his story.

"Don't be frightened of them, mad¬
emoiselle," he said earnestly. "My pistol
is under my pillow. Use it if they
threaten you. I shall want it to-night,
when Von Taun comes back. Good
God! they would tear me in pieces!"
He paused a moment, as though sud¬

denly eonscious of his situation and its
meaning. Then anticipating bxr i|iics-
tion, he continued qtrickly: "Listen!
The papers I carry were stolen by me

from the German spy Bberhart. He
was not among these men here, but
attached to the Crown Prince's staff.
Our fellows shot him, and I took his
papers. I should have been discovered
two days ago in the trenches at Avron,
but I shot the man who tracked me

down. That's where I got my hurt. Then
Muller came up, and I showed him the
papers to save my life. He brought me

here, and you know the rest. Mademoi¬
selle, he believes me to be Ernest Eber¬
hart. Are you listening, mademoiselle?
Very well, he will learn who I am when
the messenger rettirns from Versailles,
and then, mademoiselle, and then."
The effort cost him much, and he

crouched down in the bed, shivering
with pain and fear. What to say to him.
how to promise him deliverance, was

beyond the wit of the brave girl by his
side. She could only say: "We will
face it together; I will answer for you."
Even for this the op,x>rtunities were

brief enough; and the lad's story scarcely
had been told when the German returned.
and asked, still smiling, if they had need
of anything.
"Yes," she said <iuiekly; for now an

idea came to her as upon a voice of her
salvation. "Yes, lieutenant, I have need
of something; but it is not in this house."
"Ah, a carriage and pair, mademoi¬

selle.that is your need, no doubt?"
She shrugged her shoulders, as though

despairing of his common-sense, and
continued: "Captain Muller.I beg your
pardon, Captain Collingwood, though 1
have reason to believe that they are
one and the same person.Captain Col¬
lingwood, then, has left instructions that
a messenger is at my disposal."
"Two messengers, twenty messengers,

mademoiselle.if you say so."
"One will be s_fncient. He is to go to

the chemist's shop in the Boulevard St.
Michel. I will write down a iist of the
things I require. Please let me have
pen and ink, lieutenant; you see that
there is no time to lose."
She indicated Raphael Decroix, who

drank in every word uttered, and, acting

iCon/inuiif from pagt ?

the part cleverly, turned ar.d tossed rest-

lessly upon his bed. The German, on

his part, did not know how to answer her.
The request came so unexpectedly and
vet was so reasonable that a ]>le;t for its
refusal did not occur to him readily.
More than that. he believed her when
she said that his Captain had pledged
himself so far.
"The messenger shall certainly go,"

he said hesitatingly. "I will be careful
to select one we can trust. There are

pens and ink on the table here. if you
wish to write. Is it ipiite impossible to

tell me what you want. mademoiselle' I
was never much in love with the pen when
one can do without it."

"If you were a dot tor, lieutenant. I
could tell you; but you are not, and
therefore you will not understand. Oh,
don't let me alarm you. I am going to

ask you to read every word I write."
Her candor disarmed him; and stand-

ing with his back to the fireplace he lit
a cigar, and watched her at the table.
The moment was one of the most critical
he or s-ne would ever live through. Here
lay salvation at the pen's point. if she
could only sufficiently eommand her in-
ventive faculties. How to tell Paris the

story of Count BrachelH's house. and yet
so tell it that this booby might not

perceive it, that was the problem before
her. For an instant she dwelt upon her
thoughts; then began to write swiftly.
"Here is the list. lieutenant. Please

read it for yourself."
He bowed and took the paper. "I

see you are a doctor," he commented,
with a laugh. "Where did you learn
it all, mademoiselle?"
"Your guns conferred my diplom.i

upon me. My practice is in the homes
of the poor."
"And they teach you to sign your

prescriptions with your name? Come,
mademoiselle. that won't do here!"
The insolence brought the blood to her

cheeks. She took the paper from him
with a gesture of disdain, and sat again
at the table. "There!" she said. writing
it for the second time. "Will that sat-

isfy you?"
He merely glanced at it. "We shall

give Eberhart a dose together just now."
he said as he went to the door. "Don't
go to sleep while 1 am away, mademoi¬
selle."

"Please leave me!" she said. "And
if you would save your friend's life,
bid them make haste."

The messenger was absent for half
an hour: but when he returned the man

who called himself Captain Collingwood,
but whose real name was Muller. returned
with him, and received an ac count of the
rei |ucst and < if its executii >n. A tew wi >rds
exchanged with the lieutenant ap}>eared
to satisfy him; and when he inspec ted the

purchases, the lotion, the dressing and
the linen bandages, he seemed entirely re-

assured.
"The aceount they gave me of your

wisdom is correct, mademoiselle," he
said. "I shall hope to express my
obligation better when I return to my
own country. It may be that we shall
be compelled to leave this house at an

earlier moment than I had counted upon.
1 would be ii thousand times beholden to

you if this poor young fellow could leave
with us. At the same time we must
not impose upon your good nature.
One of my men can sit here to-night.
You will permit him to wake you if the
patient becomes worse."
"No, indeed," she rejoined quickly:

"the case is t»x> grave for that. I will
not leave this room to-night. Captain."
He accepted her otfer under protest,

Ipointing out to her that one of the tinest
bed-rooms in the house had been reserved
for her. Evidently concerned about some

news he had heard in the streets, he went

down-stairs anon, and left Dol
with Raphael Decroix. Both ol
understood that the critica] hoar
come. It was then
and whatever* work these bawks i
do in Paris would begfn al st* h an

But they had iv> heart to speak
and foT a full hour they
wat< hin.i,' for rh<- dreadful
When it came, the lad's qttick car warnt I
him of the peril before Dolores had a

thought of it. He sprang up in bed ;.:. ;

bade lur li^-t.-n with him.
'"There i-- Von Taun!" he

his eyes wild with terror. "H<
them who I am. Hark to that' There
i- some one in th<- hall. Oh. my God
mademoiselle, if it were Von Taun'
They Kstened together, and heard .t

low hum of voices; then the
door shutting softly, and of a ;.

CTeeping up the >-tair. Step
mounted, ame shufHing along tht
ing, and passed them. The open door
for they had left it open purposely re-

vealed the figure of a bent old
dressed in rags, ostensibly a
This gboul_ke apparition disappc
in the dim Hght, and silence fell again
upon that house of mystery. R;
Decroix sank back upon the I
si<:h. and c losed his eyes as though in pain.
"Take the pistol from me to use when

they come! " he implored her pathetit aBy.
"Do that which is wise, dear lady Oh,
they are brutes, brutes, and 1 must dio
by their hands' Is that Von Taun. do
you think? Yes, yes! I bear his stej?
Mademoiselle, kill me if Von Taun re-
turns! For God's sake, do not let them
torture me!"

She pronrised him to do as he wished,
for it had become {'lain that he raved
in delirium. Her own situation defied
all words in its power to terrify and to

suggest the ultimate torture of suspense.
The great lonely house, the dimly Hghted
room, the whispering voices.all this in
the heart of her own beloved Paris!
This, and the conspiracy against the
city's honor, against her army and ht-r
country that these things should 1 e

defied realization, and seemed to thrust
her down to the very nadir of shi
One hope alone remained to her. hope in
a man who never had deserted her. in one

by whom she was beloved and to whom
her appeal had gone out. To this man

she had sent the message on tbe paper.
But would it reach him? Cotdd he help
her if it did? How many time- did she
.isk these questions as she tried to cahn
the lad's fears and to comft >rt him t>> sfeep!

" You wrote upon the paper, dear lady?"
he asked at one time.
"To the English doctor, Edmund Or-

lopp. Yes, I sent the message to him."
"But how did you send it?"
"Monsieur Tavier the chemisl i« per-

ftetly ae«|uainTed with my handwriting.
1 told him in Latin words. written one by
one among the other directions to fol¬
low the messenger. I think that tt will
be enough. He will send to my house,
and lind that I have not retumed; then
he' will go to I>r. Orlopp."

"Yes. he wonld do that, of course; btrt,
mademoiselle, is it too late? Hush. foi
God's sake! That is Von Taun speak-
ing now!"
He sat up. defying restraint, and

pressed his hands to his eyes as though
to shut from his vision the pi< tures his
hrain imagined. Undoubtedlj
talked in loud tones in the hall below.
and upon this voices were rai e I in
exclamation.
"Give me the pistol! Give

I say. mademoiselle.' Would you
me torn Hmb from Hmb? Hark,
are eoming up the stairs What
have you tosay that I shall live, mad<
selle? Give me the pisl

Her heart beat wildh
the door and locked it. triding th. re¬

volver beneath her dress, ut

fi-Defender of the Rails.The New York Central.". utka Hcraid


